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to humanity. He quarrelled with Mason after twelve years
of intimate correspondence; he quarrelled with Montagu
after a friendship of some forty years ; he always thought
that his dependants, such as Bentley, were angels for six
months, and made their lives a burden to them afterwards ;
he had a long and complex series of quarrels with all his
near relations. Sir Horace Mann escaped any quarrel
during forty-five years of correspondence; but Sir Horace
never left Florence and Walpole never reached it. Conway
alone remained intimate and immaculate to the end, though
there is a bitter remark or two in the Memoirs against
the perfect Conway. With ladies, indeed, Walpole suc-
ceeded better; and perhaps we may accept, with due
allowance for the artist's point of view, his own portrait
of himself. He pronounces himself to be a 'boundless
friend, a bitter but placable enemy.' Making the neces-
sary corrections, we should translate this into ca bitter
enemy, a warm but irritable friend.' Tread on his toes, and
he would let you feel his claws, though you were his oldest
friend ; but so long as you avoided his numerous tender
points, he showed a genuine capacity for kindliness and
even affection ; and in his later years he mellowed down
into an amiable purring old gentleman, responding with
eager gratitude to the caresses of the charming Miss Berrys.
Such a man, skinless and bilious, was ill qualified to join in
the rough game of politics. He kept out of the arena where
the hardest blows were given and taken, and confined his
activity to lobbies and backstairs, where scandal was to
be gathered and the hidden wires of intrigue to be delicately
manipulated. He chuckles irrepressibly when he has con
fided a secret to a friend, who has let it out to a minister
who communicates it to a great personage, who explode